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Greig, managed the farm between them, and the days and nights flowed
into each other in an unbroken tranquillity.
On Sunday evenings, after the milking, young Mr. and Mrs.
Vesteralte drove into Ling in the trap, which normally took the milk-
churns, to church. This was the great social occasion of the week,
for at church they met 'everyone*. Very often they brought the
minister back to supper with them. He was their great friend. He
was thirty, Victor's age, a tall, thin young man with a sympathetic
manner and an impassioned devotion to a living Christianity. They
were very fond of him. He liked music, and was starved of it in Ling,
and it was a great pleasure to him after supper at the farm when
Victor's wife lit the candles at each side of the piano and played and
sang the folk-songs of their country, and some of the more beautiful
of their hymns. He would sprawl sunk in his chair, puffing at a long-
stemmed pipe, his lean, ascetic face, rapt. Young Mrs. Vesteralte
had a voice as sweet as her gentle face, and happiness and a sense of
communion flowed between them, and a deep peace, and content.
Then Steven Tronder would walk back under the stars to the town,
thinking with love and gratitude of the essential goodness of people
like the Vesteraltes, not only the young newly married couple, but the
family at the bigger farm, and of all those simple valley people living
their quiet lives among the green pastures. Theirs was the good
life, he would think, the life of the good earth, and there was this same
goodness throughout the length and breadth of the little country-
men and women living quietly and simply and contentedly, close to the
soil. Even in the towns, it seemed to him, there was very little of the
thieving and cheating and the exploitation of fellow humans commonly
inseparable from trade. Taken as a whole the people were good.
Steven Tronder was himself a very simple person, and he believed
implicitly in the fundamental goodness of human beings, in the spark
of God in every man. Sometimes his heart was so full of this love he
felt for all men that he came near to a mystic ecstasy. He sought in all
things, humbly and passionately, to live in the imitation of Christ.
People recognised his sincerity, and all liked and respected him, and
many loved him* young Mrs, Vesteralte not least of them.
She was so happy, in the love she felt for her husband, and the
different kind of love she felt for Steven, in her pride in her home and
the little farm, in her pleasure in the peaceful beauty of the valley, that
sometimes the whole gentle flow of life seemed unreal. At other
times it was the outside world, with all its horrors, that seemed unreal,
like a vision of hell, in which there is intellectual belief but no emotional
knowledge. On Sunday evenings after church she liked, when it was
fine, to walk along the water-front with Victor. She liked the straggle